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In the afternoon a charming reception was given for me at the Women's Club, where I met, among others, Viscountess Harcourt, Lady Farquhar, Lady Sandhurst, the Countess of Stafford, Lady Ward, Lady Northcliffe, Lady Paget, Lady Randolph Churchill, and Mrs. Skinner, wife of the American Consul General.
An event not on the prepared programme was another tea with Mrs. Lloyd George at 10 Downing Street. Tea was served in the big drawing room and quite informal. The wives of the heads of government departments were asked, among them Lady Curzon, Mrs. Austin Chamberlain, Mrs. Jan Christiaan Smuts, Lady Geddes, and Lady Reading, Mrs. John W. Davis and Mrs. H. A. L. Fisher.
That night Mr. Lloyd George gave a men's dinner for the President, and I went to dine at our Embassy with Mr. and Mrs. John W. Davis.
At midnight we left London for Carlisle, where my husband's mother was born, and where he was eager to go to pay respect to her memory. It was a night's journey, but made comfortably on the King's own luxurious train. We reached the little town, almost on the border of Scotland, early Sunday morning, to find the rain pouring in torrents. As I looked from the window of my stateroom I had the impression of entering a forest of giant toadstools. All I could see was a mass of dripping umbrellas manoeuvring for places nearer the train. The whole population had turned out, and a sturdy-looking lot they were. We were met by the town officers, and many flowers and speeches made us welcome. Closed cars bore us to the Crown and Mitre Hotel, where a large reception was held. Among the guests was an old gentleman of eighty, Mr. Thomas Watson, the only surviving scholar of the Sunday School during the days when Mr. Wilson's maternal grandfather was minister there. At eleven o'clock we went to the church over which Grandfather Thomas Woodrow had presided, finding it a quaint little edifice with one of the old-time very high pulpits. We